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CONROY’S DREAM 


4 CHRISTMAS SKETCH. 


His fiddle seemed part of his very heart 
As it lay beneath his chin, 

And the supple bow went to and fro 
As his head swayed to the din. 

And he thought no more of the toil he bore 
When the pain left back and arm, 


And the heart beat light and eye grew bright 


With the fiddle’s pulsing charm. 


How the little feet of the children beat 
To the notes of the merry jig, 

Which all beguiled till the good wife smiled 
At the antics of the pig 

The cottage shook from loft to nook 
The turf fire smoldered warm 

And while he played the noise be made 


Shut out the wind and storm 


The wee towheads crept to their beds 


And the cabin sunk to rest 

The flushing bow then ceased to go 
And the fiddle left his breast 

Again and again he marked how plain 


Its bosom of mountain fir, 
Its beach-wood back with check and crack 


Hiow homely its two sides were 


Said he to the wife, ‘It’s like my life 
Just homely and poor outside, 
While over the strings, poor knotted things, 
Some merry tunes may glide 
It's like my fate,” said he with hate 
‘* Just hollow, and brown, and poor, 
Poor rickety chap -” Just then a rap 
Was heard at the cabin door. 


‘Come in, say I," was his bitter cry, 
‘*Come in, whoever ye be,” 
And in there ran a wee little man 
With a smirk and bow so free. 
‘*Conroy,” he said, as he ducked his head 
‘Ye must come away to the Queen, 
Put off thim brogues, put on these togs 
Of velvet, and boots of green. 


**The Queen heard say you the fiddle play 
In a way that Bannagher bangs, 

She’s took a consate for your playin’ swate, 
That's the way the subject hangs.” 

It seemed no more than he left the door 
Before he was bang at the place, 

In a palace hall, green boots and all 
With the Queen before his face. 


‘*Conroy,” she said, and he bowed his head, 
‘* Don’t think I'd like to be troublin’, 

But would yes play ‘The Dawn of the Day, 
Or ‘A Mile and a Half from Dublin?” 

She sets down a box and quick unlocks 
A very gem of a fiddle, 

With pearls all white and diamonds bright 
And gold strings down the middle. 


He seized the bow and moved it slow 
And put the kit to his breast, 

And sawed a string, but the devil a thins 
Could he play, though he did his best. 

The courtiers chaffed, the Queen she laughed 
And he said, though pale with grief, 

‘Go bring my kit and your ears I'll split, 
And play up a tune for the deaf.” 


Said the Queen, ‘‘ Your kit, bad luck to it. 
With its ould beech sides and back, 

It can’t compare with this fiddle rare, 
Sure they lied about your knack. 

Ye may scrape some airs at country fairs, 
Or saw a few old jigs, 

Such playin’ as yours is best out doors, 
It would give the colic to pigs.” 
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" ‘ low iy the fiddle browr 


e I'm a fool 
tel in the nook 
ser tcheu his head 
Come, ye omadhaun 
r bed! 
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SYMPHONY IN B.E. E.R. 


LAT 
Her gre which I threw off last night 
y ot as a test of ifs merit, but 
ry mind as to the caliber of your paper 
poet. ha always been a poet, and with 
il aay . e' rejec lam a poet still! 
An’ could I teach my sweetheart 
ence of beer, 
) sure 8 1 loge the greater part 
Of her uureasoning fear 
pose | ry this m e 
M hee; be cast aside 
My son) with ry iaden 
| foar echooaer denied? 
T I ust va ler 
da Lhe fos and bead most dear 
wi my tart grows all the fonder 
Of mav sweetheart—and my beer 


‘e wells the truth when it sr.ys that 


ph writers should not turn themselves into a 


wdmiration soriety. It is not always that the 


per of a country town does the largest busi- 


Readers of newspapers do not usually care about 


s of the wits of other papers. Thee is some- 


L 


yurnals, put reading 


of it is like trying to eat quail eve ry day for a 













































A PLEASANT GREETING. 











They ‘ion’ know I'm here! Ha, ha, ha 











































WHEN I take an American lady toan Ita Mishter aupop 


an restaurant she will chon her macaroni | ter shopopeca 


vit } 


And how I da envy Withdrew. 1 


do the same thing myself. 


ito short pieces s. In fact I am compe lled to The drug cl 
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ry. 


the opera singers who eat ther macs mi as _ 
if thev were driving a four-in-hand ‘It mav be } 1} 
itl za iP-1hi-fha i. r may ope tor snow, 
Cries the blushing, kissed lass; 
THE drummers of Chicago have hy For of all things, I'd like to go 
ihe presice t thereof should be ¢ excl the Sleighing with Jack on Christ . 
' maior For i sleigh, tucked in so niece, 
— The weather cold, SUP pos +L 
Our lovers « 1 WwW t tl twice 
The Early Bird Daf +) , 
Le ore if | ti- iy 
SOMEBODY) is going to mutilate Gilh ol ( HRISTMAS 8] t ~) i ‘ } , 
iclub vet. if he is it iretul. { tew | perea 
vhts ago eC Was retul homie ! 
P WHatdadid vou get 1 ‘ ( =tius Hi 
vster 8s pper j pour vo OcK he ° 
does its \ we on ’ V “ t it cos 
orning. He was full of mischiet ther | “oes # comm , 
to make vourseil -<« aj other airectrons 
toxicating beverages Stop] or at ur . . , 
the same tine’ > we «le t = ve 
ators oO Aust ' Ave T 4 ing } Le ! lithe f | I \ h + 
iwany > the ve set « ers 
bell, and Was admitted by the ‘ . 
- + ' . . ‘ bh iy 
TAKING HER TO SCHOO! nought i must be a case of great urgen 
i} rie i ‘) rf T ‘ ~ ‘) 
Give 1 ill “ rHe J } es ‘ \ \ 
, ~ — _ Do vor ean to sav tl ) listur . . 4 
“JAY CHARLTON M ( stinas y f 
at this | r of the mo » se ‘ 
. = Gg a T ‘ 1? ‘ Af ‘ rm T 
ors ] lo wl ‘ ~ ‘ 
A DEMURE lady says that the new belts that uf es lhe ‘ ed fe ( 
: A Jesh so o media =hess 
What would you expect street band to be : 
(y OO1N pu “ . ( ! loNES a } “ ve kiss v 
A CORRESPONDENT Wishes to know what 1s No ‘mediate neshessity a Jes ‘ der al eberry v : ler a stl 
a good substitute for curling stones. Stilts t for me J jesh drop O-Imorrel £ « bougl All he w 5 ne pleasure ‘ 
cheeses. They are favorites with the skipper wl 1 goes the pa ( rood es thing ft t I e of the tl vy 
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EMELINE stood under the dark blue he; 


ens at night and said to Charley, as she looke: 


at the pale gold crescent over her right sh 


der, ‘* Darling, after all, the slim slice 


moon looks very much like death’s sick 


‘*Yes, my little blonde gosling,” he sa 


‘it is a very sicklev moor Then he 


his head on her breast and sighed. 


BEWARE of tiv se whe tis red Dex 


loves a shining m 


CHARLES READE, the novelist, is a fine a 


teur fiddler. 


LISTZ's pantaloons are a mile too short. 


i@ wears a very short beever hat witl 


straight brim. His fingers have big knuck 


GUITEAU says that he ts trying his own ¢ 


with all the aplomb of a man who knows 


‘ {var 


adage that he has a fool for a clhent. 


A BAR-KEEPER sometimes gets credit 
mixing drinks, but if one of his custon 
mixes drinks he is likely to be taken to 


station-house. 


THE man who lends money plays a 
hand. 

“STanp up!’ .said the judge. ‘i SO 
beat your wife, did you’ * Vell, chudge 


vos tun in kintness. I pelieved it was 


birthday, ant I was chust giffing her some | 


little lofe pats—one for each year, chudge, 
vos all.” 


WINTER has a= much rime as reason. 


Hlii- 


and 


lo 
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you 
» it 
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dot 


NOBLE CHEEK 


Cierx.—As / am satisfied there ix not room enough in this o flice for you 
company, and hare a larqe family depen lind on you fo support 





ans #. and as you are president of the 


I ik I had better leare 
























































os 
































A NEW JUSTICE. 
fs MAKETH A LAW UNTO EIMSELF.” 




















00, 


THE JUDGE PUBLISHING 


Nos. 13 & 15 PARK ROW, N. Y. 


PUBLISHED ONCE A WEEK. 
TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 
One ¢ vy, one year, or 52 numbers........ 
o ( six months, Or 26 MUMDETS. .........-eceeeeeeee 2 
One Copy, for 13 vee*s, 1.25 


BZ” POSTAGE FREE. mY 


Address Tug JcpGe PreLisuine Co., 13 & 15 Park Row 


“Put Jay Gould to the Bar.” 


THE JUDGE. 


ever engaged in, and picking the crumbs from 


his table is a band of lawyers who so worked 
the machinery of the law that honest and pas- 
sive citizens might be led to suppose that the 
great shark of Wall street had come justly by 
his possessions. 
is a long one, how he used his alleged news- 
paper, the Wor/d, to further his ends, and 
how he gathered into his fold the meek and 
smiling Westbrook, and that wonder of the 
legal profession, Attorney-General Hamilton 
Ward, but it be into the 
simple statement that a grave crime has been 
perpetrated, and that somebody should be in- 
dicted, tried, convicted, sentenced, and then 
confined in State Prison. 


ean boiled down 


That money has been placed by Gocld 


| where ‘it would do the most good” there is 


THE New York Times has undertaken the | 


task of disclosing Jay Gould’s connection with 
the Elevated Railroads of this city, and in do- 
ing so has brought to light a chain of cireum- 
stances which, if fastened in a lesser degree 
upon any ordinary mortal, would consign that 
individual for a term of years to the hospitali- 
ties of one of the State's institutions. But Mr. 
Gould has had remarkable luck in keeping 
away from the bar of justice. The time was 
when he had his Barnard; now he has his 
Westbrook. The wily Wall street manipulator 
has always found that a Justice of the Supreme 
Court is a handy thing to have in his office or 
his dwelling. Barnard, with his sealskin coat 
and blazing diamonds, wasa jovial, devil-may- 
care jurist, and with Gould, or Fisk, 
Tweed, was ‘‘hail fellow well met.” 


or 
But he 
is dead, and perhaps he carried other persons’ 
sins with him to the grave. The Hon. The- 
odoric R. Westbrook, of Kingston, may not be 
so jolly as Barnard was, but has shown 
himself equally serviceable to Gould. The 
Times, in a bold and fearless manner, eleven 
years ago, took the initial steps toward smash- 
ing the great ring of which Tweed was ‘he 
diamond setting, and pounded away until his 


land THe JUDGE is willing to give 


| call it. 


| On Christmas the spirit of 


gang of burglars at the city’s treasury were | 
lashed into prison or into obscurity and degra- | 


dation. 
the public a chapter in the history of the 
Manhattan Elevated Railroad that cannot but 
fail to attract universal consideration, and it 
is to be hoped that the work so well begun 
will go bravely on. 


The same newspaper now gives to 


It is customary on such occasions as this for 
the editorial writer to set forth in ringing En- 
glish, that the people cry aloud for justice. 
Can they secure that coveted article 
at the present time. Of course they can. 
When Jay Gould, Russell Sage, Cyrus W. 
Field, and others, dignified in the newspapers 
as ‘‘prominent gentlemen,” come like rob- 
bers in the night, and through the aid of a 
convenient Supreme Court Judge and a fawn- 
ing Attorney-General, upoh a great 
railroad enterprise, and defy the law which is 
supposed to govern the rich and poor alike, it 
is but natural that some humble person should 
inquire, why do we have laws at all? Gould 
has added millions to his stores in the most 


much 


seize 


no reason todoubt. That somebody in power 
has been corrupted is also scarcely to be 
doubted. There is yet time for the Hon. 
Theodoric R. Westbrook and the Hon. Hamil- 
ton Ward to be heard in their own defense, 
them a 
hearing. 


Swearing Off. 
New Year's Day is not the slouch of a 
holiday that cynics are sometimes prone to 
What 


swearing off ? 


more appropriate day for 
Christmas, Fourth of July, 
Thanksgiving, are not suited for the business. 


sway, and of course a fellow don’t feel like 
swearing off. 
patriotism and healths must be drunk, there- 
fore there can be no thought of swearing off, 
neither can we do so appropriately on Thanks- 
giving, when reunions must be held, conse- 
quently New Year's is the only day left for 
poor weak human nature wherein to forswear 
bad habits. Our cartoon represents a few 
characters before THE JUDGE on New Year's 
Day, ready to take the oath not to do so any 
more, and if our faith is only strong enough, 
wecan believe that they will all hold out faith- 
ful to the end. 


The Craze for Safety. 

It is said, and with considerable truth, 
that Americans run everything (but telegraph 
wires) into the ground, and as New York is 
the heart of America, we of course expect to 
see the finest exemplifications of the truism 
here. And we don’t have to wait long be- 
fore finding one. For instance, take the very 
latest one (at this writing), the craze for 
safety in regard to tumble-down buildings. 


Before the catastrophe in Grand street 
nothing was dene or apparently thought 


about the safety of buildings, but since then 


the authorities have gone into the business of 


condemning unsafe buildings, by the whole- 
sale. Indeed, a long list of these unsafe build- 
ings is published every day, and if it goes on 
at this rate mach longer we shall expect to see 


| the Custom House, Post Office, Astor House, 


and even the Obelisk condemned as unsafe. 
Zeal is a good virtue, but doesn’t it look just 


glaring piece of rascality that even he was a trifle queer to see so much of it displayed all 


Fourth of July is a season of 


The story of Gould’s plotting | 


And after this excitement sub- 
sides, how long will it be before we have 
another general examination of our unsafe 
buildings ? Probably not until another house 
tumbles down and kills a few people. 


of a sudden ? 


The Open Polar Sea. 


No one hails with greater joy than we, the no- 
ble, self-sacrificing enterprise manifested by 
Americans in the mighty struggle to ascertain 
the true location and condition ofthe North Pole. 
Still we regret to say that in later years these 
expeditions have been sent out mostly for the 
purpose of ascertaining what has become of 
those who went up there on previous occa- 
sions, and very little graphic information has 
been gleaned, but we should not 
aged over a little thing like that. 

We are almost positive that there is an 
open polar sea, and scientists 
that this is the case. 


be discour- 


are agreed 
Now, why is there an 


| open polar sea? Why should there be a body 


of water open there, where it is colder, as a 
matter of than 
Natural science, abstruse 


course, anywhere else? 


metaphysics and 


| philosophical jurisprudence unite in the in- 


quiry. 

In our own mind the answer is clear. The 
theory that the earth revolves on her axletree 
through space and unsupported, is a rash and 
foolish one. Men who have no available means 


estivi | of support themselves, may maintain that the 
festivity holds | PI ’ . iat the 


earth also is able to sail through the boundless 
waste without support, but common sense ab- 
hors such a preposterous statement. 

The plain fact is that the earth revolves 


| upon the poles just the same as a car-wheel 





will 


and 


does on its axle, and future discoveries 
show that the open sea is thawed out 
kept warm by a hot box, 

Every one who has any sense knows that 
the whole thing will have to be side-tracked 
pretty soon if something isn’t done. It 
claimed even now that we are losing time, 
and if we get to dragging along, and at 
last a planet that is running on time comes 
upon us some summer evening when we 
are sitting around in the twilight, it will 
knock us pretty much into a happy immor- 


is 


| tality. 


Why, when the wind is right we can smell 


itnow. Something ought to be done, and if 


| some of these sore-eyed scientists don’t go up 


_ there and leave some remains and starve to 


| satisfied. 


death for the public welfare, we shall not feel 
If eternal truth isn’t worth freezing 
to death for, we don’t know what it is good 
for. It’s all right to talk about diurnal, an 
nual and nocturnal revolutions of the earth if 
you are in your warm study with your feet 
cocked up on the upright piano, while you eat 
a dish-pan full of apples and throw the peel- 
ings under the lounge ; but when a man says 
there’s an open polar sea, and puts on his 
chest protector and woolen socks, and loads a 
ship with pemmican and pie, and starts out 
to prove what he says, it looks like business. 

There’s nothing that proves a man’s sin- 
cerity like going right up there among the 
icebergs and freezing to death in the interest 
of science.—Laramie Boomerang. 
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THE LAST NEW-YEAR’S CALL 


BY EARL MARBLE, 





YEs, all is over at last, my dear, 

And the last of the callers has come and gone. 
The final callers were rather queer, 

And stupid enough to make one yawn. 


I just ran over a minute to see 

If the day turned out as you thought it would, 
And what it was said by Charley Lee 

That moment that on the steps he stood. 


I know it was something a little “ off,” 
Because you flushed to your temples, dear, 

Although you made believe ‘twas a cough; 
But you couldn’t play that racket here. 


He called on me, dear, an hour or two 
Before I noticed him coming here. 

He took one side of the street right through 
When he first began, you see, my dear. 


But, before he got quite through the street, 

I thought from his wobbling gait, the dunce! 
That he might have found it rather neat 

To call both sides of the street at once. 


Yes, Charley’s a very nice fellow, true; 
But he’s just a little fresh in his ways, 
And was pulled from the home in which he grew 
Before he was through his nursery days. 
Yes, much too innocent,—much, my dear, 
His head doesn’t take command of his heart; 
And 80 he will gush sometimes, and is queer, 
With a glass or two,—indeed, rather tart. 
But there! I didn’t intend to stay 
So long. I just ran over to see 
What ’twasethat Charley did really say 
As he stood there a moment, shaky in knee. 
There! don’t flare up so, dear! You know 
We are such good friends, and I didn’t mean 
To hurt your feelings, my dear. Oh, no! 
For my wit is slippered, you know, and lean. 


Proposed to you! In that horrid plight! 
On New-Year’s Day! What a lark! Ha, ha! 
[t is just too awfully, utterly quite! 
And of course you'll refer him to your papa. 
{ don’t mind saying sub rosa, dear, 
That the darling fellow proposed to me 
In the morning; but that wasn’t half so queer, 
For he was sober then, you see. 


But I must be off, my dear. Ta, ta. 
I'll see you at church if it doesn’t flunk. 
What a jolly lark it is! Ha, ha! 
What a fool a man can be wher drunk. 
—Ballou’s Magazine. 


Exit 1881. 

MOTHER SHIPTON’S famous year passes into 
history, and is full of it. Tue JupGE looks 
back over a twelvemonth of mingled griefs 
and triumphs, and forward to days prolific 
with happiness. His Honor reiterates the 
toast of that unctuous okl stager, Rip Van 
Winkle, and extends, to the many thousand 
readers of his decrees and injunctions, hearty 
wishes for their health and prosperity. Sel- 
dom have so many events of great national 
import been crowded into a single year. 
Death has been cruelly busy, and its record, 
headed by the murdered Chief Magistrate, 
appals us by its length. Statesmen, heroes, 
scientists, explorers and chroniclers have gone 
to join the ghostly caravan that flits through 
the aisles of centuries. There are fresh bur- 
dens for memory, new themes for philosophy. 
Yet the world moves on despite of false proph- 


ecies, 


The disciples of Mother Shipton and 
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No. 1.—Youth and beauty 
commands devotion from 
the modern young man. 


No. 2.—Age and no beauty 
takes care of itse if the 
best way it can. 


the Second Adventists will have to croak | ordinary good circumstances. 
about some other year, now that Eighteen | tion stretches, Jane. 
Hundred and Eighty-one has gone back on |lady that it is best not to get married at all, 
them and all the rest of us. Out of its shad-| because such things are dear to the female 
ows comes one great joy. They, our brothers, |heart, and THE JupDGE would hate to say to 
who were lost, are found again. 


But the ques- 
It is hard to say to a 


Ice-bound | the other sex, don't do it; but to revert to the 
Siberia restores the intrepid De Long and the | question, the opinion is that the proper time 
survivors of the Jeannette to expectant — get married is when both parties have ar- 
ica. We are eager to grasp the hands of the | rived at the age of discretion, and when the 
brave fellows who for three months pulled | female is sure that the male has the means of 
through Arctic seas from shipwreck to safety. | supporting her, together with the liabilities. 
What a welcome they will have in European | Excuse our frankness, Jane. 
capitals and here at home! eniiaiitinenie - 
Thus the New Year comes in freighted with a. 
happiness and good omen. What on earth is ; - ee 
in store for its kingdoms, principalities and old saying, “Those who live in glass houses 
republics is of little moment in this universal should not throw stones,” and why should she 
not attack one of her own sex? What are 


AND why should not a woman forget the 


season of peace and good will. ie ; ee 
— woman’s rights coming to, if foolish man 1s 


. : _ |permitted to protest in these matters. Mrs. 
hr EH yense ns . answer rv a . 
JANE.—Excuse us for not answering you in Mary H. Burnham Fiske writes letters to the 


‘* Whitfs,” but the fact is your question is too iChicago Tribune over the initials, ““M. H 
~— pane ger sg baat cagd Wish | 7 and recently poured along paragraph of 
to know 1s this: *" What age does THE JUDGE | nud over Mrs. Victoria C. Woodhull. And 
consider the proper one for a girl to marry?” | 1.4. the horrible rumor is chusail tak di. 
Jane, THE JUDGE is called upon to decide many |mite bombs are to be fired into Mrs. Fiske’s 
interesting and important questions, but yours | ouee. 

is of morethan the average importance. It de- | 

pends (this is a legal phrase)—it depends upon 
many things. How is he fixed? How are you 
fixed? Is it a mash of money or a mash of the 
larger blood vessels? You hand up no brief, 
and the Court is left in the dark on these im- 
portant points. And you say nothing about 
your age, which fact places the Court in an 
awkward position. If you are forty, THe| THE new Chinese minister's rear name is Ju. 
JUDGE would say that fifty is a seasonable|If he were to add a ‘“‘g” to it, and then fill 
time. If you are thirty, he would say forty. | himself with the beverage that stingeth like a 
If you are over twenty-five, he would suggest | theatrical critic, he would become very pop- 
that any time would be the proper time, under war with a large class of American politicians. 








SoME observing person says that ‘‘if there 
were no bald-headed men there would be no 
ballet.” It is a poor rule that won’t work both 
ways. If there were no ballet there would be 
no bald-headed men—on the front seats. 
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Our Original Norristown Budget. 


Cruelly Deceived. 
LEARNED JUDGE: 

I have been cruelly deceived. Some weeks 
ago I read the following paragraph in your 
columns, viz. : 

“Tf you want to read a sensible, instructive, and 
elevating book, go to any public library and ask for 
the one called for the lerst.” 

Since then I have seen the paragraph ex- 
tensively copied by the press, and concluded 
that it must embody a great truth. Desiring 
to read such a book, I acted upon your ad- 
I went to our public library the other 
day and asked for ‘‘the book called for the 
least.” The 
search, handed me a volume printed in 1742, 
entitled——- But you couldn't print its title 
if I were to spell it, without ruining your types; 
and I couldn’t spell it without fracturing my 
jaws. The title was about six inches in length, 
treble-jointed, and the book was printed in 
some diabolical language that made my head 
swim to look at. Of course [am not prepared 
to say that the book was not the most sensible 


vice. 


librarian, after considerable 


and instructive and clevating in the library, 
but life is too short to learn a new, hump- 








THE JUDGE. 


and the ‘‘ master” placed us across his knee 
ina fatherly way and warmed us with a box- 
wood ruler. It recalls divers other incidents, 


but none so vividly as this. The master was 


a muscular man, and appeared determined to | 


get 140 degrees in the shade out of the ruler. 
We have a vague impression at this late day 
that he succeeded. 

WE learn something new every day. We 
are now told that the word ‘‘bosh” originated 
in this manner : 
called it, ‘* Bosch” in 
Holland, is celebrated for making the worst 


Bois-le-Due, or, as the Dutch 
** Hertogen-bosch,” or 


It is said that ‘‘ two summer marriages end 
in divorce to one winter marriage.” Hence, 


girls will see the advantage of avoiding two 


| summer marriages—though if the husband 





| butter in all Europe, which is largely import- 


| of other kinds. 


buttermen, and the 
‘Bosch butter” came by degrees to be ap- 


ed by London 
plied to artificial butter, and even to rubbish 
Many persons in this country 
supposed the term originated from an excla- 
mation made by a Yankee who was reading 


term | 


shows a disposition to spend several hours per 
day and all his money at a beer saloon, it were 
perhaps better that the knot had been tied 
three or four times during the hot months. 


HEALTH HINTS. 
IN a recent number of a sanitary journal 


we read a dozen rules for the preservation of 


health. They are so valuable, and withal so 
simple, that they deserve a more extended 
circulation thar it is possible for the sanitary 


| journal to give them. In appending the dozen 


| an article on Americen affairs in a London 


| shot her son. 


backed language for the express purpose of 


reading such awork. Returning the old fraud 
to the librarian, I selected Zola’s last novel 
and lett. Yours, ete. 

SMITH, JR. 

WHEN Mrs. McFinnegan read in a daily 
paper that ‘‘a New York man is trying to 
establish a school in which boys and girls are 
to be instructed how to choose their mates,” 
she laid down the journal with a puzzled ex- 
pression, and audibly remarked: ‘Chose 
their mates, is it? Shure an’ the boy or 
gurril that deesn’'t know how to choose 
mate without goin’ to school to learn, de- 
sarves to have never a bit of anything to ate 
but dry bread !” 

WHEN Dr. Kureall received the following 
“testimonial” of his patent medicine, he 
considered it a rather dubious recommenda- 
tion, and at first concluded not to publish it: 
‘‘Dear Sir—My wife has not been able to at- 
tend chureh for six months. On Saturday 
last she took two of your pills, and the next 
day found her in her pew. She wore the new 
sealskin sacque I gave her the day before for 
a Christmas present.” 


Fourteen boxes of 





pills and a dozen bottles of the ‘ Elixir of 


Life” would prove less efficacious than a new 
sealskin sacque in inducing a woman to go to 
church. 


THE oldest Chinese tales were pig-tails— 
valled ‘‘ queues,” for short—and were always 
‘continued in our next.” 

**Wuart does fond memory recall?” asks a 
poet. It recalls various things. It brings 
back the days of our youth, with its stone- 
hruises and hickory cord wood to cut after 
school hours, and the masterly retreats from 
Farmer Brown’s orchard and cross dog. It 
recalls the day when we threw a ball through 
a pane of glass in the school-house window. 











newspaper. 

A KENTUCKY widow married a new hus- 
band, and the next day refused to have any- 
fatally 
Some No. 2 wives are too sen- 


thing more to do with him because he 


Now, if the mother had been shot and 
killed by her husband, instead of her son, her 


sitive. 


resolution to have nothing more to do with him 
would not have surprised us. 


THE JUDGE recently observed that ‘‘it is a 
terrible thing to be a millionaire.” Mr. 
Cyrus W. Field, taking alarm at this truthful 





avert the misery and sorrow that too much 
affluence entails. 
daily paper. 


He has purchased another 


Dip it ever strike the casual reader that 
the amount of money spent annually in this 


hints beneath, we quote from memory, but 
they do not differ materially from the original: 

1. Never eat what you can't get. It is 
very indigestible, and produces nervous dis- 
eases. 


> 


2. Don’t sleep on the edge of the roof of a 


five-story building without spiking yourself 


A fall to the sidewalk from such a 
height might cripple a person for life, if not a 
few years longer. 


down. 


3. Immediately after each regular meal 
refrain from eating two dozen raw oysters, a 
quart of sauer kraut, a mince pie, and half a 
pound of Limberger cheese. A man’s stomach 
and an ostrich’s are not built on the same 
model. 

1. Don’t fondle a mad dog. 
object. 


The dog might 
it is also disastrous to health to bite 


| oneself with a rattlesnake. 
declaration, has adopted effective measures to | 


country for intoxicating liquors would enable | 


a poor man to employ a plumber seven days a 
week for amonth, take his familyto hear Patt 
sing, and buy four more dogs? We don’t sup- 
pose it ever did. 

A PENNSYLVANIA editor prints an 


orig: 


inal poem on every anniversary of his son’s | 


birth, his heir being the subject of the rhymes. 
His readers are now praying that his next 
child may be born on the 29th of February, 
and that his first may soon be converted into 
an angel. 


WHEN all the arraagements are made for a | 


prize fight between two noted bruisers, and 
the ‘‘battle” is declared off at the eleventh 
hour, on account of some flaw in the articles 
of agreement, the disappointment felt by re- 
spectable people is about as keen as when the 
fight takes place and one of the principals is 
pounded to death. 

KinG Louis, of Bavaria, has become so 
addicted to curious habits of seclusion that 
he is a puzzle to his subjects. But why his 
seclusion should be an enigma to his subjects 
is hard to understand. The king is some- 
thing of a rhymster, and no doubt he is 
now engaged in writing a poem on the New 


Year. 


If he is a far-seeing man he will be 


| more secluded after it is published. 


| are iron-plated. The odor from 


5. To drink three bottles of wine, costing 
three dollars per bottle, at one meal, is very 
unhealthy 
be avoided. 


for the pocket-book—and should 


6. A man should have not less than six hours 
of refreshing sleep nightly. If he gets no 
sleep one night, he should make up the loss on 
the following night. In case he should lose 
sleep six nights in suecession, he must insist 
upon sleeping thirty-six hours on the seventh 
night. 

7. Don’t sit upon a red-hot stove unless you 
scorched 
cassimeres, and so forth, is very obnoxious to 
some persons. 

8. Don’t go to bed with cold feet. If you 
can’t infuse a proper degree of warmth into 


them before retiring, set them behind the 


| kitchen stove, and go to bed without them. 


9. Avoid violent exercise. Let your wife 
split the kindlings; and don’t hold a five-hun- 
dred-pound dumb-bell out at arm’s length in 
order to strengthen the muscles. 

10. Before eating oysters remove their 
shells. 
clams. 


This rule holds good in regard to 
And the backbone of a shad should 
never be swallowed. 

11. Never take a nap on a railroad track, 
and avoid taking passage on a vessel that is 
destined to be wrecked on her next voyage. 
Such rashness interferes with the attainment 
of a ripe old age. 

12. Under no circumstances take lodgings 
in a New York tenement house. It is not 
conducive to longevity. 

By faithfully observing the foregoing rules 
many valuable lives may be prolonged. 

Ww. 









































THE JUDGE. 
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The grizzly bear as he appears in the blood-curdling romances. 


Night in a Great City. 
YELLOW flags were flying from elegant 
mansions in Michigan and Wabash avenues, 
Men and women swept clear of each other in 
the great thoroughfares of Chicago, grasping 
the upper portion of their left arms as though 
in lofty Adolphus 
and P. Henri McFadden met at the corner of 
Dearborn and Madison streets, and glared, 
glared at each other. ‘‘Hast found him?” 
hissed Henri, through his new set of teeth, 


defiance. Wigglewoodle 


and Adolphus gurgling, ‘‘ Aye, Henri,” fell 
upon the breast of his long lost brother-in-law. 
** And now, be Heavens!” shouted the police 
officer, whose short beat covers only thirty-two | 
‘*ve’re tryin’ to hold | 
somebody up, are yees?” and the midnight club 
of the Garden City’s finest fell heavily upon 


blocks of the great city, 


Henri’s innocent head. As Henri’s prostrate 
form lay upon the white marble sidewalk, his 
ears stretching from the curb to the massive 
doorway of a great newspaper palace, the 
peace officer knelt at his side, and took a 
mass of pawn tickets from the bunko-steerer’s 
pocket. But where, oh where was Adolphus? 
Had Damon forsaken Pythias? 
nate Adolphus! 


Oh, unfortu- 
Why didst thou attempt to 
Why didst thou | 
not wait for the one o’clock boat? But Adol- | 

dead, dead in the great city ! 
Drowned, drowned in its mud! 


fly across Dearborn street? 


phus was 
Taken away 
in the bloom of youth, while the small-pox | 
epidemic was raging, while only three hun- 
dred police officers guard the great city, while 
sixteen highway robberies are the order of the 





night, and whilethe ‘‘ Lakeside musings ”’ 


are 
bewildering the buflaloes on the plains. But 
we must away. Live in Chicago or die? 


Shake ’em up again. 





Mucu has been said against the Jews, but | 
who ever saw a Jew pauper? 


| men driving out for pleasure, and then com- 
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WHICH is to blame, the Indian who makes | 


raids upon the wi.ute settlers of the far West, 
or the Mormons who furnish them with fire- 
arms «nd fire water; telling them that the set- 
tlers are their greatest enemies, and sicking 


When the 
next Indian war breaks out, let the govern- 


them on to murder and rapine? 


ment oflicers be instructed to go to the bot- | 


the cancer from 
the body politic, and our word for it, there 


tom of the trouble and cut 


will be more Mormons wiped out than there are 


Indians slain. Jonathan, you have got to 


tackle this business before long, or it will be- | 


come too large to handle without calling for | 


A viler lot of vermin never 
polluted the body of a great State than these 


volunteers. 
same Mormons are. Let them have any re- 
ligion they like, but make them toe the mark 
of decency and keep within the bounds of 
civilization, Jonathan, or there will be heaps 
of trouble on the old man’s mind before long. 


We have heard of many ways of getting 
along in the world and of many odd _ profes- 
sions, but the fellow who was taken to the hos- 
pital last week on account of having been run 
over by a horse and buggy, owned up to the 
latest novelty in this line. Fearing that he 
was going to die, he admitted to one of the 





surgeons that he had long made a business of | 


being run over or knocked down by gentle- 


promising the matter for the most he could 
get out of them for agreeing not to have them 
arrested. He was hurt pretty bad the last 


time, and the intended victim had ample | 
But then, all | 


proof that he was not to blame. 
business men make mistakes sometimes. 


BUNNELL should engage Judge Cox as soon 





as the Guiteau trial for he under- 


stands how to take charge of a show as well | 


is over, 


as the best of them. 


— 





The grizzly hear as he appears dt the Central Park Museum, 


THERE are only five factions composing the 
Democratic party in this city at the present 
writing, but as -ach faction is busy disciplin- 
ing its kickers, there will probably be two or 
three more by the end of the month. 


“ Aye, tear her tattered ensign down.” 

‘*OLD IRONSIDES” has last rele- 
gated to the junk shop, but her fame occupies 
the top shelf of naval history. Even English- 
men used to admit that she was ‘‘a sort of a 
lucky old tub, you know,” but failed to add— 
No, 


at been 


‘*but no match for our liners, by Jove.” 
no, they never mentioned it. 

A JOHNNY BuLt friend of ours says there 
are but three kinds of men in this world, rieh 
men, poor men, and Englishmen. 


‘* HELLO, Bob! 
your New Year’s ?” 


Did you get anything for 
‘*Oh, yes; got several Williams.” 
“What for?” 


iT 4 


[o pay for presents my wife made me 


Christmas.” 


IN the face of the trial of shat ‘‘ gentleman,” 
Guiteau, even the farce of Congress in and 
of noticed. In fact, it 
seems te be only a side show to the great 


out session is not 
circus. 


NEARLY all of the statesmen around the 
City Hall have sworn off, and the proprietors 
of ginneries in the neighborhood have given 
their bar-keepers a week’s vacation. 


WE know a great many people who swore 
off on New Year’s Day, but their noses still re- 
tain their color. However, it may be as they 
J. Frost 
is a great enemy to appearaces, the old rascal! 


say, all owing to the cold weather. 
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“JAY CHARLTON.” 


THE old ladies of New Jersey have a pecul- 
iar and, at the same time, a sensible way of 
heiping their husbands and sons to get over a 


spree. As soon as the man comes home, after 


two or three days’ absence, and shows that he | 


is all broken up, the good wife goes to the 


nearest brook and plucks mint, which she | 


boils into a tea as a tonic for the victimized 


stomach. This is taken in large quantities. 


Then she goes to the chicken-coop and cap- | 


tures a fat chicken, that big lazy old hen 
which roosts next to the rooster, and snuggles 
up to him in an aunt-like way, being consid- 
ered the best; and of this bird she makes a 
strong broth. The tea and the broth bring 
the hardy and much apple-jacked son of New 
Jersey upon his feet sooner than a Lexington 
avenue doctor could recuperate himself. 


An American traveling in Europe recently 
wrote home: ‘‘I find, as I get into Italy, 
that my darling bride has the name ofa Nea- 
The friend wrote 
back: ‘‘It is nice to have such valuable 
names. If the first one is a girl, you had bet- 
ter call her Millicent.” 


politan coin—the caroline.” 


AN economical little boy, who was riding 
with his father in that part of Westchester 
where the Croton and the Bronx rivers roll 
their liquid lengths along, and as yet undis- 
turbed by the bibulous demands of the thirsty 
conduits of metropolitan civilization, said: 
‘Pa, why is it that we pass so many gin mills 
when water is so free up here?” 


A LITTLE boy of Passaic County saw for the 
first time a big streak of lightning and his 
first very loud clap of thunder, and he asked 
his father what howled so. ‘‘Oh, that is the 
devil,” said pa, to get rid of him. ‘ Yes, 
yes,” said the lad; ‘‘just before that I saw 
the Lord firing him out.” 


BEGIN the new year by writing a swear-off 
on the first page of your diary, with some lit- 
tle epigram or historical reference. For in- 
stance, say that rum is bad from its very in- 
ception. For the man who starts it raises 
vane. 


A MEDIUM in Chicago produced a spirit 
which snatched his watch and disappeared. 


That is an old trick here. 


trace it to departed spirits. 








Many a watch | 
goes up the spout, and the victim can always | 


SUGGESTION for a new song for Harry Ken- | 
nedy: ‘‘She’s as dumb as an oyster, and as 


” 
good. 


In Vermont a man is fined for keeping an 
What this part of the coun- 
try needs for the class of young men who 


unlicensed dog. 


insult shop-girls at twilight are dogs that are 
licensed—to bite. 

Why is it that a man on a bicycle always 
louks to see if be is being a‘lmired ? 
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A HARD CASE. 


Mr. MaLoony.—‘‘ Now, look here, Bridget, I can enjoore this no longer. 


I've wore that little Snip’s 


shirts patiently for months and months, and now ye’ve got to get the washing for a longer armed man, 


or geta shorter armed husband,” 


CROCODILE is now considered, as it was in 
ancient days, as an edible luxury; and the 
question to be decided at the next meeting of 
the Union Club will be whether it is polite to 
take him in your fingers when you eat him. 


THE dentist should be a good oarsman. He 
is used to pulling in single sculls. 


THE President does not seem to take very 
kindly to his presents of butternut candy from 
Vermont. Nor, indeed, does he take much 
butternut taffy from those of the South who 
wore the butternut during the war. 


It is the polite thing to say to a Mexican 
girl, when you meet her or write a postscript 
‘I kiss your feet.” And yet you 
never hear a Mexican girl say: ‘‘O, kiss my 


foot!” 


to her: 


Mrs. BROWN is a shrewd woman. She was 
wise when she said, ‘‘I knew bythe way that 
Mr. Brown kissed me on Christmas-eve, that he 
had been sending a sealskin jacket to some- 
body else.” 


Mrs. LIVERMORE is lecturing on ‘‘ The Boy 
of To-day.” We hope he will have his liver 
more sound than some of the Boston radicals. 


Irv was a little boy who saw his father’s silk 
hat very rough and untidy during Christmas 
week, and who said, ‘‘ Pa, your hat is waking 
up from its nap.” 





A HEALTH writer says that water cresses 
are not only good for biliousness, or when 
taken for a cocktail, but that they are a fine 
stimulant after an enervating bath. 
enough. 


True 
We noticed at Long Branch, last 
summer, that Charley and Minnie when even 
in the surf were enjoying water caresses. 


THE Herald says that the best oyster now 
comes from deep water. 
this in Church stews. 


We have noticed 


IT is now bravely asserted that a man can 
work with one side of his brain as well as with 
both sides. We know several people whose 
brains work in their double uppers. 


A YOUNG man tightly slight was standing 
on Fulton street, when he was approached by 


| a deaf and dumb man, who began fiercely to 


| talk with his fingers. 





“All right, young 
man,” said the young fellow, ‘‘ but don’t run 


| the scales on me too hard, for as a Steinway 
grand I’m a little out of tune.” 


PERSONAL: “‘If the young man who was 
kicked off a front gate, shot with mustard- 
seed, torn by the dog, and stabbed with a 
fence-rail, and who killed father with a 
hatchet, will return to Nevada, all will be for- 
given. Mary.” 

WENDELL PHILLIPS goes around Boston 
hunting for organ-grinders to play in front 
of his door, the music being liked there. He 
seems to love the crank. 









































RUTH. 
BY LEO ©. EVANS. 
Lion of my life, thou charming Israelite. 
Thou art my Ruth—-and I, a sheaf of corn; 
Thine eyes the scythe ‘neath which I helpless fell 
One fair autumnal morn. 


© loveliest gleaner in the teeming field! 
Ah, smiling victress, pity, pity me! 

Bind me with all thy arts, with all thy charms— 
Bind me—to thee, to thee! 


And when each to the other’s bound forever— 
Listen, sweet Ruth, my words are fraught with mean- 
ing— 
You'll not be angry should I ask you to— 
Well—stop your gleaning? 
-—Baldwin’s Monthly. 





“ERRATICS.” 


SmNcu.akR that the time made by a rapid- 
going horse is always marked ona stop watch. 

THE Globe comes round with the rest of our 
exchanges, 

Don’t bother about what's to come. A 
great deal of it will get here long before you 
are ready for it. 

JEREMIAH is not so Black as he’s painted. 
They used to make the same remark about 
the what’s-his-name. 

Wo will be the last man to give David 
Davis a-weigh? A rather scale-y question, 

THE story of Whittington’s cat might prop- 
erly be classed among purrnicious books, but 
it never is. 

BRIGHTEN up your intellect, 
Polish boots and manners; 
Life’s more brush than emery wheel— 
Rum is boss of tanners. 
‘¢ Santa Cruz’’ soaks human hides, 
‘‘ Jamaica” makes them leathery, 

‘* Old Medford ” lends a helping hand, 

And brains grow weak and tetliery. 

IRISH crows ought to make their nests in 
the caws-way. 

Poetry is largely influenced by the condi- 
tion of the liver. 


‘GONE, glimmering with the things that 


were:” old 1881. 





No married man should indulge his thirst 
more than he is inclined to indulge his chil- 
dren. 


Too many young forgers begin by writing 
the signature of an employer on the tablets of 
their own infamy. 


AFTER you have tried everything else and 
failed, brace up and try to do your duty like a 
Maan. 





B. Gratz Brown * feels it in his bones that 
he will be President yet.” Confident Gratz! 
Funny bones! 
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Street Boy (in a very loud whisper): “I tell yer what I think makes ’im so thin, they uses him to stir the soups 


and puddin’s with.’ 


Tweed and Thompson. 


TEN years ago, when William M. Tweed, 
a Democratic statesman whose name was fa- 
miliar in every section of the country, had an 
office in Duane street, the staircases and hall- 
ways leading to it were crowded to suffocation 
with diamond-breasted politicians, and hover- 
ing around the street entrance were low- 
browed men With dyed mustaches, all waiting 
their turn to be admiited to the presence of 
the man who then assumed to dictate who 
should be governor or mayor, and who and 
how many should have the privilege of rob- 
bing the public treasury. The white stone 
building in Chambers street, opposite the 
Courts of General Sessions building, is to-day 
infested with the same kind of men, with 
fewer diamonds, perhaps, but with the same 
longing to dive deep into the public treasury, 
and all waiting to see Hubert O. Thompson, 
the Commissioner of Public Works, whose in- 
timate friends take pride in mentioning as a 
politician whose only equal in manipulating 
men was the late Mr. Tweed. Ten years ago 
Mr. Thompson was a young tan in a broker's 
office in Wall street, and received the munifi- 
cent salary of $8 a week. 


SS a . a —— — 


trol. Hundreds of the same class of tricksters 
that bowed Tweed now bow before 
Thompson. THE JUDGE merely calls the at- 
tention of his jury of the people to the fact that 
sometimes history repeats itself! 


before 


¢ 


AN extensive field for missionary labor can 





To-day he is yet 
a young man, controlling millions of the people’s | 
money, and sighing for more millions to con- 


be found on the trains on some of the roads 
running out of New York. The slight delay 
of an hour or two calls forth from the passen- 
gers an amount of profanity, and causes them 
to exhibit a lack of Christian resignation which 
is extremely distressing to all good people. 
One public-spirited clergyman is at present 
engaged in procuring signatures to a petition 
for a praying car. He proposes to decorate 
the car with appropriateemblems, viz.: ‘* Pa- 
tient waiting no loss,” ‘‘In patience possess 
ye your souls,” ete. 

OLIVE LOGAN’s last newspaper letter from 
London is a surprise to her friends in this 
country. As she doesn’t once hint about din- 
ing with a prince or a duke or a duchess, it is 
inferred that she has become too tony to asso- 
ciate with royal people. 

LARGE eyes are a sign of language. Se 
are a banana peel and a man unconsciously 
approaching it. Just you wait and listen. 
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A} FASHIONABLE FOLLY. 


















































































Old Boggs, coming home from a masquerade, mis- 
lakes the children’s room for his own, and before he is 
aware of the fact turns the qas on 


-- 








A SURPRISE FOR THE LITTLE ONES. 


A CATASTROPHE. 


[ Leap a very lonly life, 
I'm crushed and wamperbusted ; 
I'm sick and sad, and weak and sore 
With life I am disgusted. 


When I look back upon the past 
I feel inclined to shiver; 

And oft I want to jump into 
The roaring, rushing river. 


I'll now get at and tell you all 
About my woes and troubles, 

And how I loved a gentle gal, 
Rebecca Jane McSnubbles. 


McSnubbles was a wealthy man, 
And also Becky's father; 

And did I love Rebecca Jane? 
Well, kinder, sorter, rather. 


I loved her for herself alone, 
"Twas that and nothing shorter; 
I would have loved her all the same 
Without a dime or quarter. 


But sad, alas! unto relate, 
She had a wicked brother; 

She also had a dev’lish pa, 
And a rampageous mother. 


They thougtitthat I did want the gal 
Because she had some ‘‘ pewter ;” 

They said that #he should not be mine-- 
They'd rather rise and shoot her. 


They said that I belomged unto 


The floating population, 
And that I soon would. fizzle out 
And go to thunderation. 


I sought my dariing out one night, 
I met her ‘mid the roses; 

She folded me unto her heart, 
We touched our lips and noses. 


“Oh, Tom!” said@he,*‘T love you bard, 
1 jove you more than taters; . 

But pa and ma and brother are 
A set of alligators. 


‘But I will never give you up— 
I make a solemn promise, 

Til mevernyaery any man 
Bat you, \ay faithful Thomas.” 


Af@ then I clagped her to my heart 
Avid Hit 80 beatific, 

I thonght that [ could fight and slash 
And tear around terrific. 





| in the public schools. 


adage is hard on stammerers. 





TRE JOURS Bi 


Just as we wept and said farewell 
And took our parting busses, 

A window rose and out were thrust 
Two awful blunderbuases. 


Cher wang! cher bang! the guns went off, 
And I felt sort of tender; 

I tambled down across a stump 
And broke my left suspender. 


And Be ky Jane, ah! let me weep— 
It seems I can’t rekiver; 

It seems that I could weep enough | 
To raise the Hudson river. 


[ heard a ripping, tearing sound— 
A terrifying rustle; 
I looked around, and, horror, oh! 
They'd smashed her Sunday bustle! 
H. ELLIO?T M’BRIDE. 


WOODEN NUTMEGS. 


‘THE man who hesitates is lost.” This | 
| 


THe French government has decided to 
make billiard-playing a branch of instruction 


This is consistent with 


| the policy to render every graduate capable 





of earning his own living. 

EMERSON says nothing shall warp him from 
the belief that every man is a lover of truth. 
Waldo evidently does not read circus posters 
and medical would | 


advertisements, or he | 
be warped so that folks would call him round- | 
| 


| shouldered. 


UNDER a certain statute a foreign ambassa- | 
dor cannot be compelled to pay his bills. If | 
this fact becomes generally known our diplo- | 
matic service will suffer an apparent increase, 
and hotel proprietors will have to combine to 
petition a repeal of the law. 

A CALIFORNIA girl has become insane from 
taking a cold bath. Some people will think 
she must have been a little cranked to think 
of taking the bath at all. 

It has been discovered that the sense of 
smell perceptibly increases in power by hav- 
ing the mouth full of water...Husbands who 
come in late at night will soon learn the trick 
of holding ‘their own breath till their wives 
have to give up keeping their mouths shut, 
and let out the water. 


AN exchange, in an article on the immigra- 
tion of birds, queries: ‘‘ Who er what guides 
the birds?” It has hitherto been supposed 
they guided themselves by their tails, but if 
our esteemed contemporary can prove that on 
the contrary they follow their bills, which 
some naturalists suspect, the previous hypoth- | 
esis will be cheerfully relinquished. But, if 
they do go after their bills, they will be differ- 
ent from most folks we know. 





AN agricultural exchange advises the farm- 
er to cont his sheep every day) His time , 
can’t be of much ewes to him if he can afford | 
to do that. 

A LARGE nose is a sign of character. The | 
character, however, depends on the color of | 
the nose. 


| done potato. 


‘THE climate of New York is very unhealthy, 


| This is shown by the large number of resi- 


dents who rise in the morning with a head- 
ache. 


THE sexes differ, the one from the other. 
Observe a gentleman and lady about to dine 
at a restaurant. The bill of fare is handed 
the lady. She holds it listlessly in her gloved 


fingers, asks the gentleman what she had bet- 


| ter have, is told to select for herself, shuts 


her eyes, throws her head back meditatively, 
and with random recklessness chooses a din- 


| ner of the chojeest and most costly viands 


nominated in the menu, at which she had 
never looked. Now watch the gentleman. 
He clutches the bill in both hands, plants his 
elbows on the table, rounds his shoulders, 


| scowls and glares with fiendish expression, 


calls for a modest lunch on the cheapest 
dishes he can find on the programme. The 
only point on which the sexes seem to agree 
is that the gentleman shall settle the check at 
the counter. 

A New York woman advertises herself as 
a ‘‘ Hair Doctress.” 
wounded nowadays by being “ banged,” that 
such a doctor ought to have plenty of patients. 
We should think the best treatment would be 
amputation. 


There is so much hair 


THE past week has been a poor one for 
Coney Island. The tietels haven’t half paid 
expenses, and bathing has not been so brisk 
as it was three or four months ago. 

‘*THis World is made up of little things,” 
moralized Mr. Hickenlooper, as he dug his 
knife into the quivering heart of an under- 
‘*That’s so,” softly assented 
his wife, gazing at him with such a piercing 
look that Mr. Hickenlooper quite forgot the 
thread of the discourse.—Rockland Courier. 

THE average newspaper writer has ad- 
vanced well in his profession when he can 
write a verse and have it set up by the 
printer as poetry, without going into the com- 
posing room and telling the foreman that it 
is—Steubenville Herald. 





AN OPPORTUNITY FOR REVENGE. 
Let the gentlemen cultivate a growth of haw with 


immense neckties, and see if they can’t make them- 
selves as obnoxious as the lady with the big hat. 
























































































































ASTHETICS IN HUMBLE LIFE. 


Love and Lush. 


Young men, like dogs, will have their ‘‘ days,” 
And some will have their ‘ nights,” 
And sometimes, too, like ballet girls, 
We've seen them have their “ tights.” 
Well, well, we know they settle down 
When they are older men— 
When each has got a little wife, 
They will not ‘‘ liquor” then. 
—Cambridge Tribune. 


Not “liquor” then, ah, very true, 
Nor to her e’er “ beer” rude, 
But when away, the ‘‘ brandy smash” 
Will to their lips be glued. 
Alas, ‘‘ young blood is thicker far 
Than water,” so ‘tis said. 
And she, some day, may gravely ask: 
** Did ‘ whisky punch’ yeur head?’ ” 
—ERRATIC ENRIQUE. 





Our Bar-maids. 

Ir sounds strange when applied to America, 
doesn’t it? 

England, France, and Germany are sup- 
posed to be about the only nations who pos- 
itively luxuriate in bar-maids. Indeed, Eng- 
land gloats over hers, and gets drunk at their 
hands. Frenchmen make love to theirs, and 
lusty Germany grunts ‘‘ Dot vos goot!” as he 
swigs down the last quart of beer that fair 
hands have brought to him, meaning the bev- 
erage, of course. 

Our own are ofa little higher grade. They 
don’t make a regular business of tending bar, 
or at least they don’t but once a year, and 
that is on the first day of January. 

And how richly our bar-maids dress! What 
jewelry they wear, and how elaborately their 
bars are fitted up! Besides that, they charge 
nothing. The fashionable avenues and streets 
of New York, more especially, are nothing 
more than free-lunch routes on New Year’s 
Day, and everybody seems dry and hungry. 

Yes, let us call a spade a spade, and a bar- 
maid a bar-maid. They may not work for di- 
rect wages, as their more humble sisters of 
foreign countries do, but women seldom do a 
thing without a motive, near or remote. 

THE JUDGE would not for the world seem 
ungallant, but he’ has a strange habit of tell- 
ing the truth and calling things by their right 
names. Others may apply the social taffy, 
but he cannot. 








THE JUDGE. 


He looks at the picture Mr. Wales has 
drawn for this number, and finds it so true to 
life that it recalls many scenes of his earlier 
days, although the picture fits on to-day just 
as well, if not better, than it did when His 
Honor used to make numerous calls and en- 
courage these fair bar-maids. 

How beautiful they are, and how high they 
are above their dresses! 

Perhaps to say they ‘‘ foam over their cor- 
sets” would be a neater way of putting it, but 
either one will convey the idea. 

Talk about English or French bar-maids, 
how do they compare with ours? 

And how bright and agreeable they are. 
How charmingly they exchange taffy with the 
gentlemen who call upon them to pay their 
respects. 

How few foreign bar-maids could equal 
them in this particular! 

Mr. De Granville Smythe De Smith calls, 
got up most elaborately. He is shown into 
the parlor—or rather the New Year's bar- 
room—and the ladies meet him all smiles. 

De Smith has his little speech all learned, 
and has been saying it over to himseli all the 
morning, and rehearsing his attitudes 
before his dressing mirror. 

‘Ah! Mr. De Smith!” they exclaim. 

‘*Happy New Year, ladies,” 


ing. 


, eUC., 


says he, bow- 


‘*Thank you; and may you enjoy many of 
them. Beautiful day, isn’t it?” 

“Charming. But even if it were lowering 
I suspect that your smiles would make every- 
thing pleasant. You are all looking queenly 
this morning.” 

‘Oh, Mr. De Smith, you are always such a 
flatterer. Have you made many calls?” 

‘Ah, ladies, I assure you that this is my 
first. I always commence with the best.” 

‘More flattery, Mr. De Smith. But I 
must say that I never saw you looking so well 
as you do this morning. 
refreshments?” 

‘Well, really, I——” 

(This is the proper thing todo. Always 
hesitate on such occasions, so as to make it 
seem that you did not come simply to get a 
drink.) 

‘* Just a little on this occasion.” 

‘* Ah, how can I refuse when the invitation 
comes from such charmers?” 


Will you have some 


And after a few exchanges of compliments 
like these, the visitor approaches the bar and 
is waited upon by the bar-maid or her colored 
assistant. 

This is the point. De Smith gets his drink, 
and the bar-maid has a chance to show her 
proficiency. 

‘‘Here is hoping that you will enjoy many 
happy returns of this pleasant anniversary.” 

“Thanks,” and then they bow, and smile— 
and drink. 

‘* Must you go so soon ?” 

‘‘T am sorry to say that I must, owing to 
the number of calls I have to make.” 

‘‘ Well, come again next year,” and after 


the exchange of a few more compliments of 


this sort, De Smith bows and vanishes. 
Others come, singly and in companies. The 

same compliments are exchanged, although 

they are not all worded alike, and then the 








real business of the call is approached at the 
invitation of the bar-maid. 

Yes, whatever may be said or done, the 
lovely bar-maid places a charming climax 
upon the call by presiding behind her bar. 

‘* Good-bye—come again.” 

How familiar the invitation sounds to those 
who have patronized English bar-rooms and 
been entertained by bar-maids there. 

‘* God-bye—come again.” 

Of course these scenes vary as the hours go 
by, and callers become mellow from calling 
upon so many of these bar-maids, and even 
these fair entertainers become more sparkling 
as the day passes and they come in contact 
with so many friends. 

Some people would preach a temperance 
sermon on all this; indulge in metaphor ; 
mount the winged mule and become poetic, 
likening these beautiful American bar-maids 
to sirens and tempters, who hold the flashing 
goblet to the lips of the masked or inex- 
perienced youth and ask him to drink to them 
and to honor the sentiments of the season, 
thus starting them on the downward road. 

And a more conservative class might say 
that it was naughty but nice, while still others 
would find an excuse for young ladies becom- 
ing bar-maids for one day in the year, but that 
it would be decidedly wrong for them to re- 
ceive and treat their friends in the same way 
on any other occasion. 

THE JUDGE, however, takes a broader view 
ofthe example and the harm that comes from 
these festivals. Much sociability and good- 
ness is engendered by these friendly calls, and 
ifany youth is led away and started on the 
down grade, it is a certainty that he is so 
weak above his shirt collar that it requires 
only a little to throw him from his poise, and 
if this did not throw him, some other trifle 
would. Such youths are scarcely worth say- 
ing at all, for if taken the best care of they 
never amount to anything for themselves or 
society. They should not be allowed to leave 
the nursery unless led out into the world by a 
string like a poodle dog. 

Strong, brainy young men who are destinéd 
to influence society are in no danger. Weak 
ones go te the wall sooner or later, whether 
they are tempted or not. It is the old story 
over again in a new form, thatis all. And so 
THE JUDGE pledges the fair American bar- 
maids for another twelve months in a goblet of 
the effervescing. May their shadows never be 
less, or their dresses shorter on the top end! 
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CHRISTMAS TOO-TOO. (YES, DECIDEDLY TOO TOO.) 
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NOW. 


Now the hungry bull-dog warms him 
By the street lamp’s fickle heat, 
And to keep up circulation 
Tags the policeman on his beat. 


And the great nocturnal tom-cat 
To the door step fondly clings, 
And in Campaninian accents 
To the wakeful morta! sings. 


And the baby’s mouth extended 
Grasps the proffered buckwheat cake, 
And the too delicious snow-pie 
Gives to him the belly ache. 
—T. D. WRIGHT. 





OUR POPULAR FARCES. 


NEW YEAR'S CALLING. 


REPORTED BY ‘“ ED.” 
Characters : 
St. JAMES PASSAIC, ) 
ADOLPHUS HACKENSACK, >» Three callers. 
FITZNOODLE COHOES. 
CLARINDA MCGUIRE, 


MIRANDA DELACY, 
MARIANA STUYVESANT, 


- Three called upon. 


Scene First.—Chambers of St. JAMES PAs- 
saic in Mrs. Mvubpoon’s Boarding- 
house. Rates. four dollars a week. 


Sleep two in a bed. For single gentle- 

Enter ADOLPHUS HACKEN- 
FITZNOODLE COHOES. 
New Year's Day noon. 


men only. 
SACK and Time, 
St. James.—You are punctual, deah boys. 
We are 
Are you weady ? 

St. James. —Quite, but I say, deah boys—— 

Fitznoodle. old fel- 
low ? 


Adolphus. —( )f course, baw Jove. 
always punctual, you know. 


—What is it you say, 


St. James.—Where are we going calling ? 
I have only two calls to make—one upon my 
employer's wife, tother upon me 
aunt. 

Adolphus.—Baw Jove, I am just about as 
bad myself. I 


sister. She 


maiden 


‘eve only one call, upon my 
married fellow, a 
leather and hides young man, I believe, but 


some low 


still he is remarkably nice, and of course I 
cannot shake his acquaintance. I couldn't 
do it if I would on account of my sister. She 
would feel aggrieved, you know, if I did. 
How many calls have you, Fitznoodle ? 

Fitznoodle.—Weally, I have none at all. 
Lately I ’aven’t been going into society since 
I ieft Boston, and [I supposed you boys would 
furnish the list of—ah—fair ones to be called 
upon. 

St. James.—Then we have ouly three calls 
to make. And ’ere we are, in full dress. It’s 
a blooming shame, you know. We cannot 
give up calling, for I told my landlady that I 
had full an h’even ’undred calls to make, and 
she h’expects to see me go out. We've got 
to call upon somebody h’else to fill h’in time. 
I wouldn’t dare to get back before midnight. 
I tell you what we will do. 

Fitznoodle.—-W hat? 

St. James.—We 
make, haven't we? 

Fitenoodle.—Y es. 


have three real calls to 
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in Harlem; my maiden aunt, she resides in 
Hoboken, and Adolphus’ sister, where does 
she reside, old fel?” 

Adolphus.—Brooklyn. 

St. James.—Deucedly lucky. The calling 
places are very wide apart, and with propah 
intervals for billiards, drinks and pool we can 
make them last till five o’clock at least. 

Fitznoodle.—But what then? 

St. James.—I have a gweat idea. You 
know Clarinda McGuire, Alderman Mce- 
Guire’s daughtey, who we met at the church 
sociable? 

Fitznoodle. ) 

Adolphus. \ 

St. James.—Then we will call upon her. 
She is going to receive in great style, soI am 
told, and the table she sets, it is curwently 
weported, will take the—aw—vulgahly de- 
sewibed cake. Two othah society belles will be 
with her. She hasn’t invited us, but doubt- 
less it was an oversight. And if we call we 
will get our names in the papahs. So we will 
go. ‘’Ave a cigarette, deah boys?” We 
don’t want to go, you will weadily understand, 


Yes. 


but we’ve got to go somewhere to pass away 
time, and we might just as well go there. 
Scene Second.—Parlor of the McGUIRE 
Time, 5 P. M. 
McGuire.—tThere, that 
eighty-nine calls. 

Miranda De Lacy.—Who was he, anyway, 
the eighty-ninth, the—the person who just 
left ? 

Clarinda McGuire.—Really, I don’t know 

—do you, Mariana ? 
Mariana Stuyve sant.—No: 


Mansion, 


Clarinda makes 


never saw him 
before. But he was nice-looking, and I guess 
he must have got into the wrong house; and 
wasn’t his neck-tie too utterly too. He—— 
[Her remarks are interrupted by a ring at 
the bell. Enter St. JAMES Passaic, ADOL- 
PHUS HACKENSACK, and FITZNOODLE Co- 
HOES. 
St. James. 
Adolphus. 
Fitznoodle, \ 
Miranda, 
Clarinda. 
Marvana. 


Elegant day, ladies. 


Beautiful. 


St. James. 
Adolphus. 
Fitznoodle. 
Miranda. 
Clarinda. 
Mariana. 


Many calls ? 


Somany we cau tkeep count. 


ya ee J 


St. James.—So I suppose. Such an away 


| of beauty could not but be paid homage to, 


you know. 

Clarinda.—Oh, you flatter too awfully, too 
perfectly much. Won’t you take a little re- 
freshments? 

St. James.—Thanks, quite; but we have 
made so many calls and pawtaken of so many 
refreshments that weally we must decline. By 
the way, Adolphus, how many calls have we 


| made? 


St. James.—My employer’s wife, she resides | 


Adolphus—(Consulting with great gravity 
the interior of a calender for 1882).—One 
hundred and—and —— 

Fitznoodle.—Five. 

St. James.—Weally, I supposed we had 
made more, but a fellah cawn’t keep exact 
count. And how many more 
make? 


have we to 








Adolphus.—Ninety-nine. 

Fitznoodle.—Six. 

St. James.—Ninety-six! 
bore. 


What a howwible 
But we've got to do it. 
of society, you know, require it. 

Clarinda.—By the way, where will you 
spend the evening? 

St. James.—It is hard to tell. We have an 
invitation to Mrs. Astor’sand Mrs. Lorillard’s, 
and—and—— 

Fitznoodle.—Mrs. Havemyer’s. 

Adolphus.—And Mrs. Vanderbilt's. 

St. James.—Sure enough. 


The demands 


We will spend 
the evening 





Clarinda  (bewitchingly).—Here. Now 
do stay here. We will have such a real nice 
time. Won't you, please? 

St. James. 

Adolphus. > 

Fitznoodle, 

Clarinda, } 

Miranda. ~ 

Mariana. \ 

Scene Third.—Street. Time,11P. M. 

St. James.—Thank Heaven! it is over. We 
made an impwession, deah boys, a decided 
impwes: upon the girls, but they are too 
confound homely and _intellect-lacking, 
you know. I wouldn't do it again for any- 
thing. Let’s come take a bwacer. 

Fitznoodle. } 

Adolphus. 


If you ladies wish it. 


We do! 


Agweed. We need revivi- 
\ fying aftah the ordeal. 
Fourth.—Bed-chamber of 
McGuire. 
Clarinda.—Oh, I’m so glad (gape) that New 
Year’s is over. I (gape) thought those three 
fools would (gape) never go away. I only 
asked them out of politeness, for I didn’t 
(gape) expect they would come. What idiots 
men are ! 


Scene Clarinda 


(CURTAIN. } 





WOULDN'T it be well for some of our enter- 
prising Accident Insurance Companies to have 
branch offices at the vestibules of our theaters? 
Or wouldn't the public feel easier if the man- 
agers should take it into their heads to add 
this business to that of running theaters? 
Ten dollars premium on a ten-thousand dollar 
policy might be a good safety racket after all, 
come to think of it. And only think how a 
person could enjoy the play! 


‘‘Wuy should the spirit o: mortal be 
proud?” We know of no particular reason 
why it should be, unless a fellow finds a seal- 
skin overcoat in his stocking. 

‘* Hoey father!” exclaimed a young man out 
West, as he raised the body of his parent 
from the ground after twenty-five Indians had 
got done firing arrows at it. 





THIS is a good week to hint to your friends 
about the ‘‘new leaf” you are going to turn 
over on the first of next. 


Query for the ‘Institute of Heredity:” 
Will the son of a tailor mend his ways? 


THERE are now two ‘“ Walker” Blaines— 





Pere and Fils. And the father follows the 
son with no unequal steps. 
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THEATRICAL BRIEFS. 
May it Please Your Honor: 

In compliance with the order issued by your Honora- 
ble Court, I beg leave to report the following schedule 
of ‘‘Christmas presents,” so called, duly received and 
acknowledged by the various players, actors, and stage 
performers of the city of New York. 

Mr. J. Lester Wallack—a bottle of Hill’s Infallible 
Hair-dye (respectfully returned as being no longer used 
by the recipient); a Christmas card from Miss Kate 


Bartlett, and a tract fror: Dr. Houghton, entitled 
Memento Mori. 
Mr. J. Osmond Tearle—a Montana divorce from 


Liverpool; a new attitude, from an Unknown Admirer; 
a remedy for a stiff neck; a handsomely engrossed and 
expensively framed certificate that he really was a well- 
known actor in London; half a pound of common- 
sense; an idea of what he actually amounts to; a hint 
not to fancy himself quite as much as he does, and an 
invitation to leave this ‘‘blarsted country” at the ear- 
liest possible date which may be convenient to him. 
Mr. Charles R. Thorne—Lord Chesterfield’s Letters: a 
piece of her mind, from Miss Rose Eytinge; 
Mr. De Belleville is not such a dangerous 


an assur- 
ance that 
rival after all; some of his brother Edwin’s FOr d-nat ure; 
a dim notion that there really are a few other actors in 
the world; two pounds of intelligence; a box of agreea- 
ble manners for private use; two tablespoonfuls of 
moral courage, and a handsomely bound copy of True 
Manliness. 

Mr. Antony Hart—the best wishes of everybody who 
knows him; 35,000 Christmas cards and 154,329 hearty 
grips of the hand. 

Mr. Tom Whiffin—a wagon-load of authentic Stradi- 
varius fiddles; eighty-four opportunities to do some- 
body a kind turn (immediately turned to account); 
several boxes of cigars (each given away with dazzling 
rapidity), and a cabinet portrait of the “ best wife and 
mother and cleverest actress on the American stage.” 

Mr. E. J. Buckley—a new hat. 

Mr. J. J. O’Neill—an offer of Mr. Charles R. Thorne’s 
salary (indignantly declined). 
Mr. Harry Edwards—an 

Coney Island sand-fleas and Harlem Croton-bugs. 
Mr. John Gilbert—a new oath for use in his ‘heavy 


unsurpassed collection of 


old man” parts. 

Mr. Harry Lee—some of the credit he deserves. 

Mr. Eben Plympton—a razor, a treatise on Com- 
mon Politeness, the address of a decent tailor, a notion 
of his real importance. 

Mr. William Elton—a copy of Joe Miller’s text-book, 
a copy of the Grave Digger’s Manual and Sexton's Vade- 
Mecum, a quarter of a pound of genuine fun, the letter 
““h” in private life, and ‘one more glarss !’—a look- 
ing-glass. 

Mr. Gerald Eyre—a more pr« 
Mr. J. Osmond Tearle. 

Mr. John Matthews—a mate for Dorcas. 

Mr. Tom Morris—an opportunity to refresh a yearn- 


fitable companion than 


ing universe with his celebrated impersonation of | 


Colonel Damas. 
Mr. W. J. Ferguson—a stronger voice, all the luck 


such a good fellow deserves, and an avalanche of kind | 


wishes. 

Mr. Hart Conway—Ditto, ditto, ditto. 

Mr. Ben Maginley—a gentle reminder that the saw- 
dust ‘‘arena” and the legitimate stage are not pre 
cisely the same thing. 

Miss Sara Jewett—a new dimple in her other shoul- 
der. 

Miss Ada Rehan—The Life of the O’Neils, by One of 
Themselves (Madame Ninon L’Enclos). 

Miss Rose Coghlan—a Mora Antique dress. 

Mrs. Agnes Booth—ten thousand dollars a week 
(one-tenth of what she deserves), and a cordial shake 
of the hand from everybody who has sense enough to 
know a great actress when he sees her. 

Miss Ida Vernon—a silver pocket-flask. 

Mr. Walden Ramsey—a hogshead of absinthe. 

Miss Clara Morris-Harriott—a new poodle, not of 
the Havemeyer breed; a copy ef Recollections of My 
Busy Youth (Donn Piatt); adozen hypodermic needles, 
and a new play. 

Mr. Steele Mackaye—a cart-load of receipted bills. 

Mr. John Drew—about twenty-five pounds of addi- 
tional avoir-du-pois. 
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Mr. James Lewis—a new idea of humor. 

Mr. Stoddart—some proper consideration at the 
hands of the younger and vastly more stupid members 
of the Union Square company. 

Mr. Leslie Allen—a glimmering notion of what his 
part, in Esmeralda, really is. 

Miss May Gallagher—a faint idea of the guy she 
makes of herself in her Mother Hubbard costume. 

Mr. Dion copy of The Complete 
Liar; a hint that the American public of to-day is not 


Boucicault—a 


the fly-gobbling nation of grannies it was fifty years 
ago; a free pass to the Home for the Aged and Infirm, 
and a suggestion that his attempt to brand nis own 
children with illegitimacy is the champion iudecency of 
the century. 

Mr. John Parselle—a generous impulse. 

Mr. Charles Backus—a new joke (returned with 
thanks as unavailable); asudden desire to spend twenty- 
five cents on somebody else; and a real diamond breast- 
pin. 

Mr. Antonio Pastor—$3,256 in the house; a bushel 
of jewelry in his stockings; another back-yard full of 
dogs; a new crush-hat; a fresh smile and a diamond- 


| hilted toothpick. 


Mr. De Belleville--life membership in a Sunday-school 
infant class. 

Mr. Alonzo Hatch—a new accent. 

Mr. Gustavus F. Hall 

Mr. ‘ Willie” 
diminutive. 

Mr. Lysander Thompson—a few more opportunities 
to prove himself a great actor. 


—an 1812 war medal. 
Seymour—a hint to drop that absurd 


Mr. Julian Magnus—several requests to make a clean 
breast of his nationality, and a frank statement of what 
he hopes to become in addition to being a fiddler, a 
scribbler, an actor and the landlord of a 
summer boarding-house. 


an author, 


All of which is respectfully submitted. 
THE REFEREE. 


There is a Time. 

THERE is a time in life when the sad and 
solemn reflection comes to us that we are grow- 
ing old, that life is passing away rapidly, that 
the years are flying by us like a fleet-footed 
race horse, that time will not wait for us to 
make up for mis-spent moments, and that we 
are getting bald-headed. 

There is a time when we feel that we are 
mortal, that we must pass away from this vale 
of tears. The sad thought steals over us that in 
a little while we will be dead—a little longer, 
and we will be warned no more—and yet a 
short time and we will be forgotten. Memory 
rapidly turns its pages, and it seems but yes- 
terday we were in our youth, and the day 
before a child, and the day before a prattling 
little thing on our mother’s knee—upside down, 
feeling the rat-tap of a spring-soled slipper. 

There is a time when we sit and gaze on 
the dying embers in the grate, that our soul 
seems to go out with them, and traverse an un- 
known land where roses bloom by the way- 
side, and the air is perfume laden; soft 
balmy breezes fan our noble brow, and make 
the intellect clear, and we see the rough road 
we have traveled over, as through a strong 


| telescope, and away back in the distance a 


little lad is playing ‘‘ hookey,” and further on 
gets striped with a rod for it; we write 
‘‘No. 1.” A little nearer we see the lad fish- 
ing a long dreary half day, and wending his 
way homeward without a fish; ‘‘No. 2.” A 
little nearer still the lad is on a fence getting 
peaches from a tree, while a large bull- 
dog silently reaches up behind him,—a 
scream, a leap, and the boy goes homeward 





| to have his trousers mended. 


re. 
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somewhat 
Fondly he 
gazes into her eyes, he lavishes presents upon 


Still the lad is 


and we see him with a sweet girl. 


nearer, grown 


her, and Jo! she takes another lad and leaves 
him; ‘‘No. 4.” Nearer the lad appears with 
a light down upon his lips, he enters a poker 


| room, he plays, he piles his money all on the 
| table, he 


loses; ‘‘ No. 5.” Yet nearer, the 
boy older grown, gazes on a flaming poster, 
enters the hall, the rostrum, 
speaks two hours to an audience of three, 
while his filled with ‘ten dollars 
hall rent next morning;’ ‘‘No. 6.” Close 
up the young man walks dreamily, with a 
beautiful young woman, her his 
whole heart, all that money can bestow, but, 


goes on and 


eyes are 


he gives 


alas, she leaves hin alone for another; ‘No. 
7” right here in front, the young fellow 
works, his whole soul is in the craft, his eyes 
sparkle, his nostrils dilate, his countenance 
beams with the light of feeling that he does 
his best, when his employer enters, looks at 
the work, says it is not good, and his face 
pales, his heart sinks; ‘‘ No. 8,” here he is, 
older still, he looks familiar, he works for him- 
self, he completes his labor, he gazes admiringly 
on it, pauses, looks again, sees it is not what 
he wanted, throws it from him, says it is a bit- 
ter cold world where a man can work for flowers 
and get a thorn in his heel when he is hunting 
plums in a neighbor’s orchard. He slides 
into our seat, we are one, and when we look 
back over our long line of past experiences, 
we feel that something was cracked, probably 
our head. 

There is a time when all of us will thus look 
back over our lives and see the mistakes we 
made and grow wise in contemplation, and 
resolve to never play poker any more, or 
‘*hook,” or to fall in love, or to start out to 
lecture and fail, but as years roll round like 
two saw logs on a hillside, we will invest our 
spare cash in something more useful, like a 
dead sure thing ona thimble game or a lot- 
tery.—Oil City Derrick. 


WHIFFS WITH CORRESPONDENTS. 


“Bap EcG.”—You will not be used. 

T. D. WRIGHT.—A part has been used. 

W. H. R.—You fail to reach the bull’s eye, 
W. oH. H.—Entirely devoid of general interest, 


Cc. F. C.—The poem was declined, but at the time we did not 
know the author. 


V. F. M.—Never attempt a point unless you can make it. 
You failed this time. 

W. GRATH.—Somehow or other it strikes us that we have 
heard before that ‘Mary had a little lamb.” 
poem is not original. 


We fear your 


W. S.—It is not our fault. The papers are sent from this 
office regularly, but we suppose they are so good that they 
stick to the mail clerks. 


J. E. DALL.—We have tenderly ccnsigned it to the “ W. B.”’ 
The office boy, however, turned up his nose at it and muttered 
something about stingy people who write on thin paper. 


R. B., JR.—-Declined, That sort of rhyme is, and ought to be 
played out. Atall events, we have too much regard for the 
feelings of our readers to inflict any more of it upon them. 
Yours is quite as good, however, as the generality of such 
Rhythmic rot. 


* Hope.’’—We have but little of it for you. You may bea 
nice young man for aught we know. but don’t attempt to write 
funny verses. You may have a bright future before you, and 
think how you would feel on looking back at your attempt to 
make “hedgehog” rhyme with “logwood.”’ This is a good 
time to swear off all bad habits, so take this one of yours before 
it becomes chronic, 


ee 


















— 


ba 
i 
; 
‘ 




























































THE JUDGE. 











No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 
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ENGLISH HATS, 
“Wiartin’s” Umbrellas. 


THE HATTER’S|*™™7°" coves 


Foreign Novelties. 
QUALITY — THE BEST!! 1 





WORLD RENOWNED 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable FE AA "0" § can be found in every city in the United States. 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 


None 


genuine without the trademark. 





mote RHEUMATISM 


Gout, Gravel, Diabetes, French Vegetal Salicylates, infallible 
harmless, scientifically proclaimed specifics relieve at once; cure 
within four days. Box, $1. Beware of salicylic substitute L 
PARIS, No. 102 W. lith st., N. Y., only representative. Send stamp 
for pamphlet and references. ‘Authe sntic proofs furnished at office 
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Nae ev ORLO NORE) 
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2426 &28 NORTH WILLIAMST 
NEW YORK. 








Bresnan 


Successors to R, F. COLE & CoO. 


and 


A YOUNG man writes to us inquiring how he may 4 
learn to play the cornet without a master. We think a eT ll | 
no young man who wants to learn to play the cornet 4 


should ever be without a master, and a stern one, too. 
— Fat Contributor. 





WIsE men seldom remain angry any great length of 


time; but it means business when they do.— Boston PRINTERS’ WAREHOUSE, 


Star. 


201-205 WILLIAM STREET, 


New York. 


Many who succeed in climbing the ladder of fame 
would be happier if they could pull the ladder up be- 
hind them. Whitehall Times. CORNER FRANKFORT STREET. 


Ir every man created his own platform to stand SEE 


upon, many would be obliged to walk on air.—Hiram ] Leads, Brass Rule, Brass Calleys, Metal Furniture and 
Green. Quotations. Boxwood, Mahogany and Maple 
for Engravers’ Use. Blocking, Rout- 


A MAN can mostly find within himself sufficient cause ing, Mortising, Etc. 


to excite wholesale weeping, but his needed amount of 


laughter must generally be provoked by other men. Send one. two, three or five dollars 
zl A for a retail box, by express, of the 

And the man that can skillfully provoke hearty and best Candies in the World, put up in 
side-splitting laughter is worth a liberal salary. Laugh- handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
‘ : : Suitable for presents. Try it once. 


ter is to longevity what a safety-vulve is to a steam Address, Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
boiler. Winston Leader. 78 Madison St., Chicago. 


LEGGAT BROS. 


CHEAPEST 
BOOK STORE 
IN THE WORLD. 


179,843 MAGNIFICENT GIFT BOOKS AND GORGEOUS 
JUVENILE BOOKS ALMOST GIVEN AWAY. GRAND 
HOLIDAY CATALOGUE FREE. 

No. 81 CHAMBERS STREET, 


rhird door west of City Hall Park, N. Y. 








A Kentucky farm of less than ninety acres pans out 
$23,000 worth of tobacco this year. There are New 
England farmers who think they have done a big busi- 
ness when they have enough left in the fall to begin a 
lawsuit against some neighbor.—Detroit Free Press. 

THE newspapers will be the right wing of the apoc- 
alyptic angel, and the cylinders of the Christian print- 
ing press will be the front wheels of the Lord's chariot. 
—Talmage. Meanwhile newspapers can be used for 
covering pantry shelves as usual.—Syracuse Herald. 

BarnNvo is in hot pursuit of the “special correspond- 
ent” who never interviewed Thurlow Weed.—New 
York News. 


PUEIss CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 








BINDERS 


FOR FILING 


The Judge 


IN BOOK FORM 


For sale at the office, 13 
and 15 Park Row, 
New York. 


DODGING 
A 
CREDITOR 


By “ED.” 
One of the handsomest 
books ever published. 
FRANK TOUSEY 
Publisher, 
20 Rose St., N. Y. 











The Bald-Headed Club. Ona Jury. Red Hot. 
By “BRICKT OP.” 

THREE OF THE FUNNIEST BOOKS EVER PUBLISHED. 

Price, 10 Cents Each. _ Price, 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 20 Rose Street, N. Y. 





WEBER, 


MANUFACTURER OF 


10 Cents Each. 


Box 2730. 





MY WIFE’S MOTHER, 


By “BRIC ‘KTOP. E 


One of the funniest and most satirical books ever published ; everybody knows “ BRICK- 


TOP” as the great humorist of the day. Do not fail to pure 


ork, and you will receive a copy by return mail. 


oy Send 10 cents to FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, No. 20 Rose Street, New 


GRAND, SQU. ARE: ‘UPRIGHT PIANOS 


PRICES REASONABLE. 


TERMS EASY. 


Warerooms: Fifth Ave. and W. Sixteenth St., New York 





hase this book and judge for 
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N. HUBBARD MILLER, 
TAILOR and IMPORTER 


Nos. 101 & 103 Nassau &t., 
NEW YORK. 


7 REASONS 


WwiHy 


BENSON'S CAPCINE PLASTERS 


SHOULD BE PREFERRED 


OVER ALL OTHER FAMILY MEDICINES, 


First-CLEANLINESS IN USE ; they are 80 im- 
measurably neater and cleaner in use, and eo much more power- 
ful, quicker and efficacious in removing ailments, than lini- 
ments, medicated oils, salves 


BENNETT BUILDING, 





, pads of every description, oint- 
ments and lotions, that the first reason should induce the public 
to prefer them, 

Second—INEXPENSIVENESS;; without exception 
it is the cheapest meritorious household remedy ever com- 
pounded. 

Third—They are a great and necessary improvement on the 
slow action of India Rubber Porous Strengthening Plasters, and 
all remedies employed externally ; they possess all the merit of 
the India Rubber Porous Strengthening Plaster, and contain in 
addition thereto, newly incorporated active vegetable therapeutic 
agente, which act specially with an increased rubefacient, stim- 
ulating, strengthening, sedative and counter-lritant effect. 

Fourth—Thceir action is more vigorous than electricity, an 
as a local remedy they are more powerful and penetrating. 

Fifth—One Benson's Capcine Porous Plas-~ 
ter will effect more than the use of a dozen of any other 
brand, 


Sixth—They will quickly cure ailments that other remedies, 
after continuous use and wear, fail to relieve. 


Seventh—Physicians prescribe them for their patients, pre- 
ferring them to any other porous plaster, which alone is over- 
whelming proof of their value and superior merit. 


CAUTION. 
Sce that the word CAPCINE is cut in the Plaster, 
lake no other. Price 25 Cents. 


SEABURY & JOHNSON, 


Pharmaceutical Chemists, 
NEW YORK. 





THE CHEAPEST NOVELTY HOUSE 
IN THE WORLD. 


GOLD! GOLD! Easily Made. 
$10 aday. Employ- 
ment for all. We 
want agents in every 
town inthe U.S. and 
Canada to introduce 
our new novelties, 
Jewelry, Watches, 
Tricks. Brazilian 
Diamonds. Cata- 
logue and Samples sent for 11 one 
cent stamps, Brazilian Diamonds 
in Studs, Rings, Pins, 25, 60, 75 
cents, $1.25 up to $18.00. Bankrupt 
Stock, Seven Shot Revolvers, 75 cents each; Stem Winding 
Watches, $3.00. A full line of Holiday Goods and Trick Cabi- 
nets, from 25 cents up to $2.00 each. 


FELTON MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 


No. 138 Fulton Street, N. Y. 


























CASH PAID 


Old Newspapers, Books, Pamphlets, Rags, Rope and 
Bagging, Copper, Brass, Lead, Zine, Pewter, Type 
Metal, Electrotpe Plates, Stereotype Plates, Tin Foil, 
Tea Lead, and Old Metal of every description. 
ORDERS BY MAIL PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 


Will send to any part of the City or suburbs. 


STOCKWELL, 


23 ANN STREET, NEW YORK. 
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CABINET rumors are as thick as blackberries in 
August. The newspaper correspondents have already 
made enough nominations to people a desert isle, and 
yet President Arthur plods right along, holding his 
tongue and looking as reserved as a sore finger. Per- 
haps it is a mistake that the newspaper correspondents 
are not permitted to run this country.—Denver Tri- 
bune. 

Let us not be too severe on our first parents. It was 
quite natural that they should succumb to the tempta- 
tions of the adversary. It must be remembered that 
they were not familiar with the grammar of their lan- 
guage. They didn’t know how to decline probably.— 
Boston Transcript. 

Tue cast of Guiteau’s head should be reproduced in 
rubber. It would be an immense football.—New Haven 
Register. 

A MILKMAN once reported a match off because one 
morning when he called at the house to deliver milk 
the young man who was courting the girl had departed 
earlier than usual.— Turners Falls Reporter. 

Tus is an Editorial Writer. He is Writing a Thought- 
ful Piece about the Degeneracy of the Age. He talks 
about the good old Times when Men were Manly and 
Youthful Breasts were Pregnant with Chivalry. By 
and by he Will go Home and Lick his wife for not Cut- 
ting up enough Cord Wood for the kitchen Fire in the 
Morning, and he will Spit tobacco all over his daughter 
Esther's new silk Gown.—Colorado Primer. 

THE best sermon in the world never yet reconciled 
the proud man, trying to curl his feet up and out of 
sight under the pew, to the painfully obtrusive and 
evident fact that the wife of his bosom had used his 
blacking brush to polish the kitchen stove.—Burling- 
ton Hawkeye. 

VeENus was the only infant ‘‘rocked in the cradle of 
the deep.”—Hartford Sunday Journal. Was Davy 
Jones her father? 

Tex rule now is for every lady to have her age indi- 
cated on her hat brim. Every inch of width represents 
three years. A ten-inch brim means that the lady is 
thirty years old; a twenty-inch brim shows that she is 
sixty, and soon. It is a charming conceit.—Philadel- 
phia News. 

OnE of the stingiest men in Austin fell from a street 
car and broke his leg in two places. ‘‘ Are you hurt?” 
asked one of the parties who came to his assistance. 
‘*Not a particle,” replied the sufferer, grinding his teeth 
in pain. ‘Il pay my doctor so much a year.”—Teras 
Siftings. 

THERE is nothing which so forcibly reminds a veteran 
soldier of old times on the Chickahominy as when an 
ex-Major General of Volunteers buttonholes him on the 
street corner, and asks him for the loan of a quarter 
It recalls the days when there was no quarter.—Com- 
mercial Advertiser. 


HE FE: ATHER w EIGHT U MBRE LLA is the most 
useful Holiday Present you can give a friend. Neatest, 
lightest and strongest Umbrella made. The prices are reason- 
able, and range $5, $6, and $7 50 each, with neat-fitting sikl 
=. MILLER'’S, 22d St. and 6th Ave., and Broadway and 
25th St. 
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“FEATHER - WEIGHTS. 


For Presents 
85 00 


AND UPWARDS. 





Neat, Light, ‘Stror g. 





BROADWAY, 
cor. th st 
SIXTH AVENUE, 
cor, 22d st. 


CANES 
PEARSON & TALLMAN, 
SHIRT MAKERS, 


389 Sixth Ave., cor. 24th St., 
And 22 FOURTH AVENUE. 


The largest and finest assortment of Silk and Wool Under- 
wear in New York. Silk Umbrellas, Fine Neck Dressings, &c. 


Manufactory, 391 & 393 Sixth Avenue 


The Wilson Patent 


ADJUSTABLE CHAIR, 
With Thirty Changes of Positi 
Parlor, Library, Invalid Chair, 
Child’s Crib, Bed or Lounge 
combining beauty, lightness 
strength, simplicity, and com- 
fort. Everything to an exact 
science, Orders by mail 
promptly attended to. Goods 
shipped to any address C, O. D. 

Z Send stamp for Illustrated Cir- 
READING POSITION. cular; quote THE JUDGE. 
Address The Wilson Adjus. Chair M’f'g Co., 
661 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


Billiard Tables. 

















The grand medal, the highest premium over all nations, has 
been awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables and Combination 
Cushions, Balls, Cues, etc., at the Paris Exhibition of 1878. At 
the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, in 1876, the Combina- 
tion Cushions were reported the only ones scientifically correct 
in the angles of incidence and reflection. New and secgnd- 
hand Billiard Tables tn all designs at lowest prices 


THE H.W. COLLERDEE Co. 


768 BROADWAY New York. 
84 and 86 STATE STREET. Chicago. 
1S SOUTH FIFTH STREET St. Louis. 
241 TREMONT STREET ton. 
SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 
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A FEW OF THE PENITENTS WHO CAME BEFORE “THE JUDGE” TO SWEAR OFF, JANUARY 1, 1882, 





